SPORTING  GOODS 


FOOTBALL 

SALE  on  EQUIPMENT 
Everything  Must  Go 
PRICES  SLASHED 

BASKETBALL 
JERSEY  S 

LOWEST  PRICES 
BEST  VALUES 
LATEST  MODELS 
See  Us  Before  Buying 


BASKETBALL 

PANTS 

DOUBLE-FACED 
MOLESKIN 
ANY  TWO  COLORS 

$1.00 

STRIPED  SIDES 
Also  Satin  and  Gabardine 


SNEAKERS 

Official  Regulation 
ARCH  SUPPORT 

$1.95 

Molded  or  Crepe  Sole 
SPECIAL  NO.  3 SI. 50 

SPECIAL  NO.  2 .95 

SPECIAL  NO.  1 .75 


SUPPORTERS 
No.  31  45c 

No.  75  30c 

Knee  50c 

Ankle  50c 


HEAVY  SHAKER 
SWEATERS 

Crew  Neck 
MAROON  NAVY 
OREEN  WHITE 
LIMITED  <TQ  OC 
QUANTITY 


MACKINAWS— HOODS 
JACKETS 

FAMOUS  MAKES  — FINEST  QUALITY 
LARGEST  ASSORTMENT 
AT  LOWEST  PRICES  IN  BOSTON 
EVERY  GARMENT  GUARANTEED 
! 00%  ALL  WOOL  — RAINPROOF 
and  BEARS  FACTORY  STAMP  of  QUALITY 
SEE  THESE  VALUES  FIRST 

BOSTON  POST  ALL=SCKOLASTIC 

SWEATERS 

SOLD  ONLY  BY  THIS  CONCERN 
NO  ADVANCE  IN  PRICE 
NO  SACRIFICE  IN  QUALITY" 


THE  ALL  SCHOLASTIC 
Football  and  Baseball 
Teams  as  selected  by 
“Doc”  Mooney  of  the 
Boston  Post,  receive 
these  sweaters  each  year 
Due  to  popular  demand 
we  are  offering  these  for 
sale 


$^95 


Reg.  Price  $6.95 


YOU  CAN  NOW  BUY  THE  SWEATERS 
THAT  ATHLETES  WEAR 
Heavy  weight  10'  % All  Wool,  Bostcn  Post  All- 
scholastic Sweaters  in  Ring  or  Crew  Neck 
Sizes  36  to  46.  Navy,  White,  Maroon,  Green 
Other  Sweaters  from  r6.95  to  $9.95 


TRACE  SHOES 

CANVAS  TOP 
CREPE  RUBBER  SOLE 

$2.25 

SPECIAL  SCHOOL 
PRICE 

Also  Complete  Lfne  of 
Leather  Track  Shoes 


Sweat  Shirts 

.80 

Sweat  Pants 

1.50 

Sweat  Sox 

.30 

Track  Pants 

.50 

Track  Shirt 

.35 

Zipper  Jackets 
100%  All  Wool 

$2.95 

REG.  PRICE  $4.95 

SPECIAL 

SKATES 

Hockey  Equipment 

New  Line  Now 

On  Display 

COME  IN  and  LOOK 

Over  the 
SAMPLES 

Hundreds  of 

Samples  at  a tremendous 

SAVING  for  the 

Early  Buyers 

Heavy  Shaker 
SWEATERS 

100%  ALL  WOOL 
GUARANTEED 
Crew  or  Ring  Neck 
Navy — Maroon  — Green 

SPECIAL 

$3.95 


CADETS 

ATTENTION! 


OFFICIAL  DRILL  UNIFORMS 

APPROVED  BY  SCHOOL  OFFICIALS 
Coats,  Pants,  Leggings,  Hat,  Collar  letters 


$725 

kj  Complete 


GET  DISCOUNT  CARDS  FROM  EDITOR 

M.  S.  Rosenbaum  Co. 
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Stationers  & Printers 
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School  and  Office  Supplies 

FOUR  BOSTON  STORES 
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Competent  Instructors 
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Its  bad  enough  to  be  alone  in  a plane  with  only  a few  months’  training, 
but  when  you're  up  with  a student  pilot  at  the  control,  and  the  motor 
dies — well  . . . Let  Frank  Lee,  39  tell  you  how  it  feels  in  CONK-OUT.  Page  9 
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After  twenty  years  of  toil  and  research,  Dr.  Hans  Zayden  had  accom- 
plished a miracle!  He  had  invented  a machine  which  would — but  read 
Russell  Robinson  s first  installment  of  EXPERIMENT  AGAINST  DOOM.  Page  19 


HUMOR 

Ranting  is  in  vogue,  we  warn  you,  in  the  current  Latin  School  Chronicle, 

the  REGISTER'S  RAVING  REPORTER.  Page  24 

Robert  Donlon,  39,  was  the  witness  of  a struggle  that  was  waged,  as  'most 
all  seem  to  be,  for  a very  noble  cause.  Just  what  it  was  you  discover  in 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  TITANS.  Page  I I 


SPECIALS 

A second  Coleridge,  in  the  person  of  Rand  Manning  41,  has  composed 

the  SONG  OF  THE  WANDERER.  Page  16 


Very  interesting  sidelights  on  what  makes  the  School  tick  are  presented 

by  Russell  Robinson  in  THE  7TH  PERIOD.  Page  14 

Stan  Davis,  '39,  reveals  poetically  the  features  of  THE  HURRICANE.  Page  22 

A true  test  of  your  knowledge  is  this  quiz,  but  we  fear  that  most  of  you  will 
come  to  grief,  for  Henry  Aronson,  '39,  assures  us  that 

YOUR  NOT  SO  SMART!  Page  15 


SPORTS 


This  year's  department  is  very  skillfully  handled  by  Harry  Keefe,  Jack  Foley, 
and  Harry  O'Hare — all  proud  seniors— who  give  you  every  angle  of  the 

PURPLE  PARADE.  Page  25 


THAT'S  NOT  ALL 

No,  indeed!  There  are  timely  editorials  by  the  Editor  himself,  and  by  Bob 
Donlan,  39;  Rand  Manning  revues  Latin  School  "Activities  ";  finally  we 
have  news  of  our  departed  in  Harvard,  and  then  last — and  least — the 
usual  "Quips."  We  trust  that  you'll  approve — we  hope,  we  hope,  we 
hope! 
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A Scholar 
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SUyntesrat  in  far? 


THIS  IS  HELLO 


Finis  has  been  written  to  another  grand  summer ! In  the  coming  months 
we’ll  do  without  mosquitos,  warm  sun,  and  cool  afternoon  breezes ; roller  coasters, 
sunburns,  and  dips  in  the  deep ; bleachers,  peanuts,  and  moonlight  sails.  . . . But  in 
their  place  will  be  these  inviting  prospects  : snowtrains,  pumpkin  pies,  and  elections  ; 
hockey,  snowballs,  and  Christmas  Holidays ; football,  turkey,  and — vacation.  It’s 
really  just  a matter  of  tossing  a coin.  . . . 

But  then  there’s  the  Register.  We  mean  to  edit  a magazine  which  will  please 
the  majority,  and  be,  in  a true  sense,  the  students’  magazine.  You  know  exactly 
what  we  are  about  to  say ; it  has  been  said  since  time  immemorial,  and  in  this  case 
will  continue  to  be  said  until  we  can  break  down  the  barrier  between  the  Register 
and  you.  In  a word,  we  need  co-operation ! Now,  man  to  man,  do  you  think  the 
football  team  would  be  a success  if  every  year  eight  men  showed  up  for  practice — 
and  three  of  them  cripples?  Reluctantly  we  ask  for  material,  because  it  should  not 
be  necessary  to  ask.  I,f  we  are  to  publish  a Latin  School  Register,  there  must  be 
contributions.  No  undergraduate  staff  can  carry  on  alone  the  task  of  writing  and 
editing  a Register.  We  earnestly  desire  to  satisfy  your  tastes ; too  long  has  the 
Register  been  “someone  else’s  magazine.”  Therefore,  in  keeping  with  this  present 
policy,  we  would  appreciate  the  type  of  material  that  will  make  interesting  reading 
for  the  vast  majority  of  our  readers.  Twenty-five  hundred  individual  preferences 
must  be  considered,  and  some  sort  of  happy  medium  achieved — one  which  will  prove 
generally  popular.  It’s  advisable  to  keep  this  fact  in  mind  while  writing. 

During  the  summer,  believe  it  or  not,  we’ve  worked  and  conceived  a few  inno- 
vations. As  usual,  staff  positions  are  open — not  too  many,  but  enough  to  be  worth 
striving  for — to  those  showing  themselves  to  be  qualified,  competent,  and  willing. 
In  plain  words,  fellows  who  are  serious  will  find  a position  open.  If  necessary,  we 
will  locate  a few  more  posts  to  take  care  of  the  surplus,  but  you  may  be  sure,  if  your 
intentions  are  the  best,  that  you  will  be  accommodated.  With  your  assistance,  it’s 
not  too  much  to  expect  that  this  year’s  Register  will  be  an  achievement  of  which  you 
and  the  school  may  be  proud. 

Russell  Robinson,  ’39 


"SO  YOU'RE  IN  IV  B" 


Year  after  year,  fresh  hordes  of  boys 
enter  Latin  School  in  Class  IVB. 

It  represents  for  many  of  them  an  en- 
tirely different  system  from  anything 
they  have  ever  known  and  a very  bewil- 
dering one.  During  the  first  few  weeks 
the  corridors  are  overrun  with  boys  whose 
mouths  are  perpetually  open  and  whose 
necks  seem  to  be  on  swivels.  In  wonder- 


ment they  gaze  on  the  marvels  of  high 
school  life.  Now,  from  the  depths  of 
knowledge  and  the  vast  experience  of  a 
member  of  Class  I (Fanfare  and  cres- 
cendo of  drums,  mingled  with  the  open- 
ing bars  of  the  National  Anthem),  I am 
going  to  let  fall  a few  choice  pearls  of 
wisdom  gleaned  through  body-breaking, 
heart-rending,  soul-searing  experience. 
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Note:  This  is  not  a confession  story. 
Those  who  had  hoped  I would  tell  the 
incredible  story  of  my  life  in  Latin  School 
must  patiently  await  publication  of  my 
memoirs,  to  be  titled,  “Why  I Received 
17  Marks,  Yet  Was  Not  Censured.” 

So,  cluster  round,  recruits ; and  harken 
to  the  grizzled  top  sergeant. 

Your  presence  here  indicates  that  you 
probably  did  excellent  work  in  grammar 
school.  The  combined  A’s  and  B’s  of 
everyone  in  IVB  extends  from  the  sea- 
swept  shores  of  East  Boston  to  the  hay- 
ing districts  of  West  Roxbury.  (Refer- 
ring to  W.  R.  as  a farming  region  is  con- 
sidered very  funny.) 

Unfortunately  these  marks  aren’t  any 
basis  for  taking  things  easy.  Remember, 
you  are  beginning  new  subjects  and  you 
must  work  to  get  ahead.  That  statement 
is  as  true  as  it  is  trite.  There  may  be 
some  of  you  who  have  heard  blood-curd- 
ling tales  about  teachers  who  are  ogres  in 
human  form,  of  midnight  studying,  and 
the  utter  impossibility  of  getting  a pass- 
ing mark.  Where  or  how'  these  rumors 
arose  has  always  been  a mystery  to  me.  I 
heard  them  myself  and  in  consequence 
was  actually  terrified  at  the  prospect  of 
four  years  in  this  twentieth  century  dun- 
geon. I recall  vividly  during  my  first 
week  that  the  palms  of  my  hands  were 
always  wret  from  sweat  awaiting  a mo- 
mentary doom  w'hich  never  arrived.  The 
old  wives  who  circulate  these  tales  are 
guilty  of  a very  harmful  sort  of  lie.  You 
will  find  your  teachers  gentlemen  who  are 
genuinely  interested  in  your  welfare,  and 
I am  not  reprinting  this  from  any  school 
catalogue.  I believe  it  thoroughly.  They 
will  give  you  every  “break”  possible  if  you 
meet  them  half-way. 

The  question  of  study  is  an  unpredic- 
table factor  that  each  must  determine  for 
himself.  It  is  very  easy  and  very  disas- 
trous to  think  that  you  can  do  your  work 
in  a half  hour  or  even  an  hour.  The  happy 
medium  lies  somewhere  between  two  and 
three  hours.  This  will  seem  to  some  an 
impossibility,  but  it  must  be  done.  There 


can  be  no  compromise.  The  doubt  and 
torment  of  Macbeth  will  be  as  child  s 
play  compared  with  the  will  powrer  neces- 
sary to  stay  at  the  books  while  others  are 
out  enjoying  themselves.  I have  never 
met  the  one  w'ho  could  neglect  his  job  and 
pass. 

There  are  approximately  400  other  boys 
entering  with  you.  Of  that  number  over 
100  will  fall  by  the  wayside  before  you 
enter  Class  III.  Make  up  your  mind 
that  you  will  not  be  among  them.  (This 
would  be  an  excellent  place  for  some 
uproarious  humor,  if  I only  dared  tell 
some  of  my  favorite  jokes  just  once 
more.) 

Make  an  especial  note  of  Latin.  Grind 
on  forms.  It  will  pay  you  dividends  later. 
Translation  is  impossible  without  a thor- 
ough basis  of  forms  and  syntax.  After 
all,  this  is  Latin  School.  (That’s  the  pun 
I was  looking  for  a while  ago.)  Don’t  let 
French  dismay  you.  The  number  who 
“flunk”  is  out  of  all  proportion  to  the 
difficulty  of  the  subject.  About  “math” 
I shall  say  nothing.  Those  who  desire 
further  information  will  find  it  in  the 
records  of  Messrs.  , , and 


High  marks  are  not  so  difficult  of  at- 
tainment in  IVB ; this  year  will  be  your 
easiest.  Set  “70”  for  your  goal.  If  you 
do  well  in  some  one  subject,  try  for  “80” 
in  that  study.  Avoid  the  lads  who  tell 
you  that  if  you  get  by,  that’s  the  important 
thing.  “50”  means  half  right  and  half 
wrong.  The  business  world  is  over- 
crowded with  those  who  can  just  get  by, 
though  in  late  years  they  are  crowding 
government  jobs  (W.  P.  A.  to  you.) 
There  are  plenty  of  prizes  to  try  for. 
You  may  consider  them  unimportant,  but 
how  they  decorate  your  name  in  the  year- 
book. 

There  is  much  to  school  life  apart  from 
the  purely  academic.  If  someone  at  home 
tells  you,  you  have  a voice  like  a foghorn, 
then  run — don’t  walk — to  the  nearest 
declamation  tryouts. 

The  majority  of  boys  talk  of  declama- 
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tion  with  that  cynical  leer  and  scornful 
tone  as  if  it  was  something  in  which  only 
the  well-known  “prats”  participated, 
lamation  is  excellent  for  those  who  wish 
to  develop  poise  and  the  ability  to  think 
on  their  feet. 

Last  in  order,  first  in  importance,  dis- 
cipline. On  this  topic  I could  write  for 
hours,  and  there  are  at  least  10  men  in  the 
building  who  could  deliver  extempore  ad- 
dresses on  the  author’s  escapades.  There 
was  the  incident  of  the  missing  eraser, 
the  amazing  story  of  the  overdue  report 
card,  and  the  singular  adventure  of  my 
race  in  the  corridors  pursued  by  five 
marks.  And  so  I might  continue,  re- 
galing you  for  hours  with  droll  quips  and 
hilarious  comments.  But  I am  saving 
these  for  a separate  chapter  of  my  me- 
moirs (see  note  on  page  1).  But  back  to 
the  belles  lettres.  In  every  room  in  the 
school  there  is  at  least  one  funny  man. 
He  will  have  you  rolling  on  the  floor  with 
his  antics.  He’s  always  the  one  who  en- 
gages in  chit-chat  with  the  teacher.  He 
will  do  anything  for  a laugh.  He  seeks 
the  “bubble  reputation  even  in  the  can- 
non’s mouth.”  There  comes  the  day  when 
his  insolence  is  no  longer  tolerable.  And 
then,  to  use  a very  expressive  idiom,  he 
must  be  “sat  on.”  Don’t  be  a funny  man 
or  a “wise  guy.”  Your  attitude  to  your 
teachers  and  your  work  is  of  paramount 
importance.  If  you  are  sullen  and  sulky 
when  corrected,  don’t  expect  a break  at 
the  end  of  the  month.  Remember  that 
your  teacher  gets  but  a fleeting  impres- 
sion of  you.  Make  sure  it’s  a good  im- 
pression. It’s  infallibly  the  rule  that 


when  a boy  says  a certain  teacher  is 
“down”  on  him,  that  he  is  not  doing  well 
in  the  subject.  This  story  is  ridiculous 
on  the  face  of  it. 

The  master  has  his  job  to  do.  In  the 
course  of  his  career,  he  meets  hundreds 
of  boys  in  a never-ending  procession,  all 
with  essentially  the  same  problems  and 
difficulties.  What  possible  motive  could 
he  have  for  failing  you  ? Remember,  the 
really  smart  boy  passes  everything,  be- 
longs to  clubs,  tries  out  for  some  sport, 
if  possible,  and  has  an  excellent  time, 
plenty  of  fun,  and  doesn’t  get  marked  for 
it.  That’s  the  credo  of  a Latin  School  boy 
in  the  proverbial  nutshell. 

That’s  everything,  son ; good  luck  IVB, 
and  may  you  graduate  in  1942.  For  your 
benefit,  you  will  find  a glossary  below.  I 
have  worn  out  the  punctuations  for  my 
literary  lapses. 

GLOSSARY 

Break — Special  consideration— this  can 
make  or  break  you. 

Prat — The  boy  who  offers  to  help 
teacher.  You  can’t  miss  him. 

Shark — He  always  gets  98.  A “50” 
might  kill  him.  He’s  a poor  fish,  accord- 
ing to  one  point  of  view. 

Coxie’s  Army — Colonel  Penny’s  pet 
name  for  the  company  that  had  two 
schools  of  thought  regarding  direction  at 
the  command  “squads  right.” 

There  are  a host  of  other  names  applied 
to,  ahem,  certain  masters.  (Censured  by 
Air.  Marson).' 

Flunk — The  word  on  everyone’s  lips 
. . . the  fear  in  everyone’s  heart. 

Robert  J . P.  Donlan,  ’39 
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"CONK-OUT" 

Francis  J.  Lee,  ’39 


. . and  then  the  engine  stalled  !”  Most 
people  hearing  those  words  recall  a hu- 
morous situation.  They  see  a car,  stalled 
in  traffic,  holding  up  a long  line.  Behind, 
the  other  drivers  are  honking  away  and 
making  choice  remarks.  The  unfortunate 
(probably  woman)  driver  up  front  is 
greeted  with  sarcastic  cpieries  as  to  where 
he  (or  she)  learned  to  drive  and  the  old 
faithful,  “Where  d’ya  get  ya  license,  in  a 
raffle?” 

But  there  is  a grimmer  side  to  the  pic- 
ture : a car  stalled  on  railroad  tracks  and 
a train  due  any  miute ; a trying  situation, 
and  perhaps  a tragic  one.  However,  in  a 
case  like  that,  you  can  get  out  and  push 
the  car  across  to  safety.  Let  me  tell  you 
of  an  experience  I had  with  a stalled  en- 
gine when  two  lives  hung  in  the  balance. 

* * * 

The  apron  at  the  Naval  Air  Base  was 
busy  as  a nest  of  ants.  Mechanics  were 
giving  the  ships  the  final  checks,  gassing 
and  oiling  them  and  testing  the  radio. 
Officers  in  their  “Teddy-bear”  flying  suits 
and  “Bib-and-tucker”  life-preservers 
waddled  up  and  down  the  line,  their  para- 
chute packs  bumping  against  the  back  of 
their  legs. 

On  the  line,  straining  against  the 
chocks,  sat  six  Vought  scout  bombers, 
their  silver  sides  gleaming  in  the  early 
morning  sunlight.  The  tow-ship  with  its 
target  was  already  up ; the  Marines  were 
flying  gunnery  run,  fixed  machine  gun 
target  practice. 

Lined  up  behind  them,  ready  to  be 
rolled  onto  the  line,  were  four  training 
ships  — new,  clean-looking  bi-planes, 
painted  a bright  canary  yellow.  These 
ships  are  flown  by  students ; the  yellow, 
for  protection,  enables  the  other  ships  to 
spot  them  easily  and  keep  clear. 

Seven  of  the  students  had  passed  their 
final  flight  tests  the  day  before,  and  four 


more  were  scheduled  for  this  particular 
morning. 

I was  assigned  to  SBU-2-27,  Captain 
Williams  piloting,  as  radio  operator,  but 
some  visiting  officer  decided  he’d  like  to 
ride  and  was  given  my  place.  I was 
shifted  to  Plane  23.  Locating  my  new 
plane,  I climbed  in  and  began  to  tune  the 
radio  and  adjust  the  aerial. 

One  by  one  the  planes  took  off,  circled, 
and  headed  out  over  the  bay,  until  mine 
was  the  only  SBU  left.  Then  I learned 
that  it  was  to  be  flown  by  one  of  the  ad- 
vanced students  in  accordance  with  a new 
flight  order.  He  was  to  perform  man- 
euvers, directed  by  radio  from  the  base. 

That  last  order  made  me  feel  just  per- 
fect. It  was  the  second  time  he  had  flown 
a service  type  ship,  and  the  third  that  I 
had  acted  as  radio  operator  on  a flight.  I 
don’t  remember  whether  I was  more  wor- 
ried about  the  possibility  of  his  cracking 
up  the  ship  or  of  my  getting  the  messages 
twisted  (or  not  getting  them  at  all). 

After  a rather  abrupt  take-off,  he  cir- 
cled easily  to  eight  thousand  feet  and  the 
messages  began  to  crackle  through  the 
phones.  As  the  reception  was  good,  and 
the  Base  operator  spoke  clearly,  I was 
doing  well. 

The  student  put  the  plane  through  a 
few  preliminary  maneuvers  and  then 
came  loops,  barrel-rolls,  wing-overs,  flip- 
per turns,  spins,  skids,  dives,  and,  I sus- 
pect, a few  he  made  up  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment.  However,  he  “flew  his  ma- 
neuvers,” and  I was  uncomfortable  only 
in  the  dive  pull-outs.  He  came  out  just 
a shade  too  steeply. 

After  almost  an  hour  of  these  mon- 
keyshines  the  ground  officer  decided  we’d 
had  enough  and  sent  our  final  message  for 
the  day.  It  came  near  being  our  final 
message  for  all  time.  Here  it  is,  just  as 
I received  it,  . . Calling  plane  93 — 93 — 


THE  REGISTER  9 


Climb  to  twelve  thousand,  dive  at  ter- 
minal, pull  out  at  a thousand,  at  six,  climb 
to  service  ceiling  in  three  minutes.” 

In  short,  we  were  to  dive  at  top  speed 
for  eleven  thousand  feet,  pull  out  at  six 
“G’s”,  and  climb  back  to  about  eighteen 
thousand  feet.  As  the  scout  bombers  are 
built  to  be  good  divers,  there  was  really 
nothing  difficult  in  this  maneuver. 

The  pilot,  when  I gave  him  the  signal, 
nosed  over  and  gave  the  plane  the  gun. 
He  came  down  like  a bat  out  of  Hades. 
Just  before  pulling  out,  the  air  speed 
needle  showed  345  knots,  or  about  394 
m.p.h.  The  pull-out  was  tough  at  just 
about  six  “G’s”,  and  then  he  pulled  her 
nose  up  about  three  degrees  too  steeply. 
He  had  misjudged  his  altitude  and  we 
had  only  about  six  hundred  feet  when  the 
engine  “conked  out.” 

In  the  instant  that  the  plane  hung 
poised  in  the  air,  I thought  of  my  girl,  my 
parents,  my  friends,  my  past  life,  those 
things  I should  have  and  could  have  done, 
but  hadn’t,  and  I distinctly  remember  see- 
ing a large  granite  tombstone  with  my 
name,  the  year,  and  R.  I.  P. 

We  were  over  water,  too  far  from  land 
to  glide  in  and  too  low  to  use  a chute. 
The  plane  fell  off  on  the  left  wing,  and  I 
made  a grab  for  the  stick  to  shove  it  for- 
ward ; but  the  student,  with  admirable 
presence  of  mind  (for  he  really  was  in- 
experienced), nosed  her  over  into  a glide, 
and  at  the  same  time  released  the  flotation 
gear. 

I quickly  switched  the  radio  to  “Send- 


ing” and  reported  to  the  base.  I was  or- 
dered to  “Stand  by.  We’ll  send  out  the 
crash  boat  to  bring  in  the  plane.” 

We  were  losing  altitude  rapidly,  and 
the  waves  looked  higher  and  higher.  The 
pilot  pancaked  with  a crash  that  jarred 
my  back  teeth  loose,  and  we  scrambled  out 
on  the  wing.  Even  in  our  heavy  flying- 
suits,  we  were  soon  drenched  with  spray. 

Five  minutes  later  the  rescue  party  ar- 
rived on  the  scene,  and  we  were  “bawled 
out”  because  we  were  smoking.  (There 
is  a base  regulation  forbidding  smoking 
within  fifty  feet  of  a plane.) 

Back  at  the  base,  after  we  had  been 
examined,  we  turned  in  our  reports  and 
went  back  on  duty.  The  student,  after 
the  investigation  of  the  wreckage,  was  ab- 
solved of  blame.  Something  had  gone 
wrong  in  the  engine  ignition  system.  I 
think  they  called  it  an  “unforeseen  even- 
tuality.” 

Me  ? Why,  nothing  happened  to  me  ; 
I had  nothing  to  do  with  the  actual  oper- 
ation of  the  plane.  I was  talking  to  the 
parachute  packer  a few  days  afterwards 
and  in  the  course  of  the  conversation  the 
crash  was  mentioned.  I’ll  quote  him  : 

“Say,  it  was  a lucky  thing  you  didn't 
bail  out  the  other  day;  I don’t  think  your 
chute  would  have  opened  in  time.  We 
would  never  have  found  the  body  or  the 
’chute.  Those  cost  a lot  of  money,  and 
we  can’t  lose  any,  because  it’s  a lot  of  red 
tape  to  have  one  replaced.”  Thus  he 
matter-of-factly  dismissed  my  little  ad- 
venture, almost  a personal  interveiw  with 
St.  Peter. 


THE  BELL  THAT  RANG  "DING" 

A FABLE 


Once  upon  a time  high  on  a yellow 
brick  wall  clung  a bell.  It  didn’t  seem  to 
be  different  from  other  bells,  yet  it  was. 
It  had  “feelings.” 

When  other  bells  would  ring  off  key 
and  schedule,  the  clinging  bell  would  give 
a shudder  to  hear  them,  saying  sometimes, 


“That  disturbs  me.  You  should  ring  on 
time.” 

Day  after  day  the  clinging  bell  looked 
down  into  busy  classrooms.  As  periods 
ended,  the  little  bell  would  bravely  shake, 
“Ding  a-ling  a-ling.” 

Whereupon  masters  would  usually  say, 
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“Don’t  move!  The  bell  is  a signal  to  me, 
not  you.” 

Hour  after  hour,  day  after  day  the  little 
bell  “dinged.” 

“Oh  my,”  sighed  the  bell,  “does  no  one 
ever  pay  attention  to  me?”  But  soon  the 
day  came  for  revenge.  While  it  was  cling- 
ing high  on  the  wall,  along  the  electric 
wires  leading  to  it  came  a message, 
“Ring  bell ! The  fire  signal.  Ring  the 


fire  signal !” 

But  the  little  bell  said,  “No.  They 
never  believe  it  when  I tell  them  periods 
are  done.  They  won’t  believe  me  now.” 
. . . And  the  school  burned  down. 

MORAL:  If  you  don’t  pay  attention 
to  the  bell,  things  may  be  made  pretty 
“hot”  for  you. 

John  W.  R.  Manning 


BATTLE  OF  THE  TITANS 

Robert  J.  P.  Donlan,  ’39 


Those  who  complain  that  life  in  Latin 
School  is  placid  and  dull  are  either  un- 
observing or  renegades  from  English 
High.  For,  right  under  the  collective 
noses  of  the  student  body,  a quarrel  of 
long  standing  continues  on  its  violent  way. 
The  incredible  story  of  this  ancient  feud 
under  the  quiet  portals  of  Latin  School  is 
a phase  of  our  life  hitherto  unpublished 
Hear,  now,  the  story  of  a quarrel  long 
smouldering  upon  the  third  floor.  The 
tale  centers  about  two  of  the  school’s  most 
colorful  masters — Mr.  Winslow  of  Room 
335  and  Mr.  Faxon  of  Room  304.  We 
sought  out  the  oldest  alumnus  whom  we 
know,  who  was  translating  Caesar  when 
McKinley  was  president.  Thoughtfully 
he  Scratched  his  head ; with  deliberation, 
he  stroked  his  jaw,  now  covered  with  a 
gray  beard.  Quoth  the  sage  : “This  feud 
was  very  old  when  I first  entered  the 
school,” 


The  visit  of  Mrs.  Palmer  from  the 
Junior  Red  Cross  was,  on  the  face  of  it, 
not  an  event  of  unusual  significance.  The 
organization  was  not  new  to  the  school. 
There  would  be  a collection,  as  was  cus- 
tomary, and  that  would  be  that.  The 
morning  of  Friday,  October  7,  was  no 
different  from  the  thousands  that  had 
preceded  it  at  Latin  School.  Promptly  at 
the  stroke  of  nine,  all  the  boys  were  in 
their  seats,  and  scarcely  had  the  bell  begun 


to  ring  than  silence  descended  imme- 
diately. The  boys  of  335  settled  down 
for  the  day.  The  genial  Mr.  Winslow 
presided  with  dignity  over  the  morning 
exercises.  As  soon  as  the  bulletin  of  the 
day  regarding  the  uproars  in  the  lunch- 
room incident  to  the  breaking  of  a bottle 
had  been  read,  a faded,  brown  envelope 
was  produced  by  the  aforesaid  Mr.  Win- 
slow, which  he  gaily  announced  was  to  be 
filled  with  Red  Cross  money.  By  way  of 
encouragement,  he  himself  dropped  a 
crisp  one-dollar  bill  into  the  envelope. 

“Now,”  he  announced,  “anyone  who 
wishes  to  contribute  may  do  so.”  A few 
dimes,  a couple  of  nickels,  and  many 
pennies  vanished  into  the  maw  of  the 
envelope.  The  result  was  not  overwhelm- 
ing, but  Mr.  Winslow  thought  so. 
“$3.40,”  he  announced.  Then,  turning 
to  one  of  the  boys,  he  bade  him  go  down 
the  hall  and  inquire  of  the  scholarly  Mr. 
Faxon  what  amount,  perchance,  he  had 
collected.  Carefully,  he  instructed  the 
boy  not  to  reveal  Room  335's  contribution 
until  he  had  ascertained  Room  304’s  dona- 
tion. One  second  later,  echoing  back  to 
Room  335,  we  heard  the  astbunding  news 
that  four  dollars  had  been  (forced — omit) 
contributed  by  Room  304.  Said  Mr. 
Winslow,  in  a soft,  well-modulated  voice, 
“snort,  fzczzc  hrrrmmphh  faugh,  gad - 
SOoksf’  which  even  a boy  from  any  other 
school  could  have  realized  expressed  clis- 
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belief.  Whereupon  there  arose  three 
brawny  members  of  the  football  team, 
bulging  in  muscle,  herculean  in  strength, 
announcing  that  they  would  take  up  an- 
other collection.  Impassioned  speakers 
pleaded  with  the  boys  to  give.  It  was  a 
deeply  moving  scene — a room  fighting  for 
its  life,  its  liberty,  and  its  sacred  honor. 
{Applause.)  Little  by  little,  first  in  a 
feeble  trickle  and  later  in  a golden  flood, 
money  came  pouring  in.  The  clink  of 
silver  and  the  swish  of  bills  was  deafen- 
ing. Mr.  Winslow’s  hands  flew  over  the 
money — $6.00,  6.25,  6.30,  6.40;  his  voice 
rose  higher  and  higher  until  all  agreed 
that  it  was  a good  thing  we  had  collected 
only  $6.40,  or  Mr.  Winslow’s  voice  would 
have  been  lost  in  the  stratosphere.  He 


rushed  to  the  phone ; he  called  the  office. 
Jubilantly,  he  announced  that  he  had  col- 
lected $6.40,  and  Mr.  Faxon  but  $4.00. 
It  was  a joyous  moment  for  335,  a bitter 
blow  to  304.  Thus  did  the  singular  solu- 
tion of  the  J.  R.  C.  money  approach  and 
pass  the  climax.  Later,  passing,  the  two 
gentlemen  in  the  corridor,  the  extended 
ear  might  have  heard  the  following : 

Mr.  Winslow:  I got  $6.40. 

Mr.  Faxon:  I got  seven.  Hmmmm ; 
ha-a-a. 

A small  incident,  you  say.  The  cog- 
noscenti agree  that  a feud  as  old  as  the 
oldest  Latin  School  inhabitant  had  been 
officially  inaugurated  for  the  1938-’39 
season. 


"THE  MANUSCRIPT" 

Ralph  A.  Capnto,  ’40 


I. 

Jeffrey  Crayne  left  the  inn  “El  Mino- 
tauro”  with  the  red  wine  of  Signor  Gon- 
zalo  warming  his  whole  being.  The  cool 
night  breeze  fanned  his  brow,  and  he 
breathed  deeply. 

The  old  ruined  church,  his  destination, 
sprawled  like  a black  spider  upon  the  hill- 
side, stood  silhouetted  by  the  brilliant 
moon.  Jeffrey,  gazing  at  this  scene 
which  would  have  enthralled  a painter, 
felt  a very  definite  chill  travel  the  length 
of  his  spine.  Once  again  he  cursed  his 
braggart’s  ways.  This  time  it  was  to  lead 
him  into  a haunted,  deserted  church.  That 
sly  old  caricature  of  Don  Quixote,  Emile 
Leone,  had  wagered  that  Jeffrey  would 
not  enter  the  supposedly  ghost-ridden  edi- 
fice when  “the  pall  of  night  blanketed 
all,” — those  were  his  very  words.  “Blast 
his  skinny  hide,  anyway.” 

About  fifty  yards  away,  Jeffrey  felt  of 
the  flashlight  and  short  iron  rod  which  the 
innkeeper  had  provided.  He  began  to 
lag  as  he  neared  the  ruins.  The  church, 


he  saw,  was  of  an  ancient  Romanesque 
design ; the  exterior  of  the  walls  being 
covered  with  the  queerest  figures.  A 
feeling  of  mystery  permeated  him  as  he 
noticed  the  murky  darkness  which  seemed 
to  envelop  the  entire  hillside. 

Cutting  short  his  observations,  Crayne 
walked  up  to  the  massive,  richly  orna- 
mented door.  When  he  grasped  the  rusty 
jamb,  it  fell  into  his  hand,  and  on  the  in- 
stant the  huge  door  slowly  and  silently 
opened.  Crayne  took  a deep  breath.  He 
gripped  the  iron  rod  tighter  and  walked 
into  the  gloom,  lighting  his  flashlight  as 
he  did  so.  A huge  vaulted  ceiling,  pil- 
lars, and  shadowy  images  sprang  at  him 
from  the  darkness.  Advancing,  he  played 
his  light  over  the  dusty  marble  floor  and 
over  the  huge,  dismantled  skeleton  of  the 
altar. 

“I  wonder  where  all  the  spirits  are?” 
thought  Jeffrey.  He  shivered  slightly  as 
a breeze  struck  him  from  behind.  He 
turned  to  his  left,  where  the  door  of  the 
sanctuary  gaped.  He  slid  through  with 
the  rod  before  him,  upraised. 
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From  the  floor  the  light  swung  on  to 
a cot,  and — God’s  Mercy!  What  is  it? 
Crayne  kept  the  light  on  the  horrible,  out- 
stretched figure  of  a priest  clad  in  a cas- 
sock, mouldy  with  age.  The  face  was 
smiling  with  mockery ; the  skin  held  a 
bluish  tinge.  Jeffrey  leaned  against  the 
wall,  shivering  and  perspiring.  After  a 
short  interval,  Grayne  discerned  an  old 
parchment  grasped  in  the  dried  fingers  of 
the  cassocked  corpse.  Summoning  cour- 
age, he  advanced  and  plucked  the  object 
from  the  shriveled  fingers. 

Raising  the  worn  sheet  he  placed  it  in 
the  light,  although  still  keeping  the  cot 
and  its  burden  in  illumination.  He  began 
to  read.  The  manuscript  ran  in  the  form 
of  a diary  and  read  as  follows : 

Sept.  4th,  18 — 

My  headache  has  almost  departed  since 
I applied  the  herb  I discovered  in  the  field 
beyond  the  church.  There  is  something 
sinister  in  the  air.  I feel  a presence,  an 
undesirable  presence.  I feel  drowsy  now. 
The  weather  is  becoming  sultry.  I must 
lie  down  in  my  cot.  . . . 

Sept.  5th,  18 — 

I awoke  late  in  the  day  with  a burning 
agony  in  my  head.  It  seemed  as  if  my 
skull  would  explode.  I cannot  endure  it. 
Last  night  I experienced  a queer  dream ; 
I dreamt  I had  gone  to  Hell.  Satan  was 
there,  grinning  as  if  he  possessed  my  soul. 
I spent  the  day  in  fasting  and  prayer. 
That  herb  has  again  helped  to  relieve  my 
headache. 

Sept.  6th,  18 — 

I dreamt  again  last  night  that  I had 
gone  to  Hell.  I saw  many  people  suffer- 
ing. It  seemed  so  realistic.  Today  my 
headache  has  almost  entirely  disappeared. 
Few  villagers  attended  early  Mass.  1 
wonder  what  is  coming  over  me.  Some- 
thing seems  to  be  forever  following  me. 

During  the  night  I again  journeyed  to 
Hell.  It  is  really  Hell.  Suffering  and 
terror  reigned  under  Satan.  I must  help 
those  departed  souls.  I know  what  I shall 


do.  I shall  challenge  Satan,  and  I will 
kill  him.  It  must  be  either  his  death  or 
mine.  Throughout  the  centuries  Satan  has 
awaited  belowr  for  those  deluded,  but  now 
the  time  has  come.  Henceforth  Satan  and 
Hell  will  be  forgotten.  The  poor,  the 
rich,  holy,  and  evil,  will  become  as  one 
under  His  rule.  I must  fortify  my  cause 
with  prayers  and  abstinence.  . . . 

It  is  now  very  dark  and  very  late.  I 
tremble,  for  the  moment  has  arrived ; but 
no,  I cannot  fail!  Tonight  Satan  shall 
die ! 

Padre  Luis. 

Here  the  small  script  ended.  Folding 
and  placing  it  in  his  coat,  Crayne  gave  one 
last  look  at  the  scene,  so  vivid,  and  turned 
away.  Cleaving  the  shadows  with  his 
light,  he  made  his  way  out  of  the  huge, 
silent  church. 

* * * 

At  the  inn  “El  Minotaure,”  Crayne  held 
an  enthralled  audience  with  his  hair- 
raising  tale.  The  superstitious  innkeeper 
and  the  villagers  insisted  that  the  spirits 
were  at  work. 

“I  thought  that  the  church  was  de- 
serted?” demanded  Crayne,  as  he  looked 
at  the  villagers. 

“Certainly  it’s  deserted,”  put  in  Emilio. 

“Spirits  at  work,”  chimed  in  a portly 
Spaniard,  as  he  quaffed  his  wine. 

“I  still  don’t  believe  in  spirits  and  the 
like.”  growled  Crayne.  “All  I know  is 
that  I found  a dead  priest  in  the  old  sanct- 
uary and  a dusty  parchment,  stating  that 
the  writer,  Padre  Luis,  was  going  to  Hell 
in  order  to  kill  Satan.  A fantastic  jour- 
nal.” 

“Signor,  do  not  ridicule  the  spirits.  It 
is  dangerous.” 

“Spirits,  bah ! All  I got  was  a scare. 
And  as  I said  before,  this  parchment.” 

And  thus  ending,  he  drew  out  the 
parchment  and  handed  it  to  the  innkeeper. 
The  innkeeper  glanced  at  it.  The  manu- 
script was  blank ! 
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"THE  SEVENTH  PERIOD" 

Russell  Robinson,  ’39 

Ave,  gentlemen,  ave ! Little  to  sav  by  way  of  introduction,  except  that  we 
wish  you  all  the  luck  in  the  world  this  year,  because  frankly  . . . you'll  need  it ! How- 
ever, buck  up ; onlv  232  days  to  summer  vacation.  . . . Has  anyone  ever  noticed  the 
resemblance  between  the  voices  of  the  “historical”  Mr.  French  and  the  radiorator, 
H.  V.  Kaltenborn?  Take  it  from  us,  it’s  marked. 

As  will  happen  in  Class  VI  rooms,  a couple  of  little  novitiates  were  pitching 
chalk  at  a blackboard  target  when  the  Lord  of  their  Dominion  entered  unexpectedly. 
The  culprit,  caught  in  the  act.  was  severely  marked — one  mark.  Anyway,  the  master 
left  to  cruise  the  corridors  ; ten  minutes  later,  though,  he  sauntered  into  his  domain 
again.  Lo  and  behold,  the  same  small  edition  of  Satan  was  firing  chalk  at  the  bulls- 
eye ! “What,  what,  my  little  man?  Encore?”  “Yes,  sir,”  the  young  ’un  admitted. 
Then,  in  desperation,  “But,  sir.  I just  smacked  the  center  with  that  one  !”  “Ha-ha !” 
leered  the  Faculty  Pharoah.  “Re-markable ! !”  An’  boy,  what  a re-mark  it  proved 
to  be.  . . . 

Questions  for  ’quisitive  people  (1,000  pardons,  N.  O’Hara)  : 1.  How  many 
doors  lead  to  the  Assembly  Hall?  (think,  now!).  2.  What  is  the  largest  club  in 
the  school,  numerically  speaking?  (Detention  Club  not  included).  3.  What  fa- 
culty member  has  the  longest  full  name?  The  shortest?  4.  Special  Vocab.  Quiz 
(to  members  of  Class  One  and  Only)  : (a)  What  is  a “hot,  June  day”?  Explain 
significance,  (b)  Is  “Please  not  talk!”  a complete  sentence?  (Attention,  Rm. 
335  !)  The  answers  will  be  wherever  the  printer  feels  like  putting  them  . . . ! 

At  our  latest  possible  census,  from  last  year’s  Catalogue,  we  find  heading  the 
list  none  other  than  the  Cohens  and  the  (no,  not  the  Kellys)  Murphys  ! There  were 
eighteen  of  each  clan  in  the  School  last  year.  Close  contenders  were  the  Connollys 
and  the  Sullivans,  at  sixteen  apiece,  while  the  Smiths  had  only  eight  and  the  Joneses 
six  ! Perish  a great  American  legend,  the  traditional  “keeping  up  with  the  Joneses”  ! 
Why,  they’re  far  behind  already.  . . . The  significant  fact  about  the  results  is  the 
realization  that  there  are  so  many  Murphys.  Why  significant?  It’s  because  there 
exists  at  Harvard  (for  quite  a while,  too,  we  understand)  a rich  scholarship  avail- 
able to  only  one  named  Murphy.  Of  course,  a Murphy  was  the  donor.  But  it  has 
never  even  been  claimed ! Surely  out  of  these  eighteen  there  should  be  someone 
who’ll  grab  it.  Come  on,  Murphys  ! 

Nomination  of  the  month  : for  a thrilling  matinee  idol  name,  Drue  King  (Class 
I).  Incidentally,  though  we’re  reluctant  to  touch  upon  election  matters — until  after 
the  election — this  should  not  be  neglected  : a prominent  candidate  for  Vice-President 
was  asking  about  campaign  matters,  in  order  to  penetrate  the  fog  surrounding  the 
whole  affair.  “When,”  he  inquired  from  us,  “do  we  get  our  nomination  papers — 
and  where?”  Unfortunately  we  didn’t  know  the  answer  to  his  first  preposition  our- 
selves, but  to  the  second  we  replied,  “In  the  library.”  “Humm — ” he  muttered, 
with  a frown,  “I  guess  I’ll  have  to  go  to  the  Brookline  Branch  for  mine.”  That’s 
what  a campaign  does  to  us ! 

To  conclude,  the  kids  in  the  lowest  of  the  lower  classes  are  hoping  that  a general 
European  war  will  be  averted  for  a few  years  at  least.  For  the  sake  of  humanity? 
No,  sad  to  say,  for  the  sake  of  less  history  in  Class  I ! 
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1.  What  general  in  1774-5  broke  up 
the  Latin  School  Boys’  sled  slide? 

General  Pompey — General  Haldimand 
- — General  Howe — General  Gage 


2.  When  was  the  whole  school  in- 
corporated under  one  roof? 

1926  1930  1933  1920  1900 


3.  What  is  the  statue  opposite  the  main 
entrance  called? 

Victory 
Liberty 
Alma  Mater 
Alumni 
Patria 

Venus  de  Milo 


4.  What  master  was  elected  honorary 
member  of  Class  I last  year? 

Mr.  Glover 
Mr.  Peirce 
Mr.  Hobbs 
Mr.  Canned 
Mr.  Smith 
Mr.  Faxon 


5.  What  organization  runs  the  lunch- 
room ? 

Albiani’s 

Women’s  Educational  Industrial  Union 
School  Committee 

Women’s  Committee  for  Better 


Lunches 


6.  What  was  the  score  of  last  year’s 
Latin-English  game  ? 

L0— E7  L7 — E0  L20— E7  L0-E0 


7.  What  was  a best-seller  in  the  early 
part  of  the  first  century  A.D.  ? 

Pluto’s  Works 
Boy  Scout  Handbook 
Ritchie’s  Second  Steps 
Caesar’s  Commentaries 
Gone  with  the  Wind 


8.  How  many  members  are  there  on  the 
School  Committee? 

6,  11,  2,  4,  7,  5 


9.  What  headmaster  is  responsible  for 
the  misdemeanor  mark  as  an  “institu- 
tion” ? 

Headmaster  Cheever 
Headmaster  Lovell 
Headmaster  Gould 
Headmaster  Jones 


10.  W hich  one  of  these  Latin  School 
boys  didn’t  sign  the  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence ? 

William  Hooper 
Samuel  Langdon 
Benjamin  Franklin 
Robert  Treat  Paine 

Coulinued  on  page  28 
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SONG  OF  THE  WANDERER 

Randolph  Manning 


IN  FIVE  CINQUOS 

ClNQUO  I 

It  is  a village  gossiper 

To  whom  the  children  come. 

“Of  thy  long  true  yarns  of  trips  up  north, 
We  pray  you  tell  us  some.” 

They  sit  about  his  aged  form 
And  list  with  all  attention. 

He  tells  them  of  his  manhood  trips, 

His  journeys  of  invention. 

“Far  to  the  North,”  his  voice  began, 

“Is  the  mountain  white  with  snow. 

Few  had  seen  it.  None  had  climbed  it ; 
’Twas  where  we  wished  to  go.” 

The  children  urge  and  wait  to  hear 
The  tale  of  the  long  done  trip, 

How  through  the  snow  and  sleet  and  ice 
His  sled  passed  as  a ship. 

“We  left  the  base  while  yet  ’twas  dark ; 

The  midnight  sun  shone  cold. 

The  stars  were  dull,  the  snow  was  still, 
The  night  was  wan  and  old. 

“And  as  we  passed  o’er  snow  and  ice 
With  speed  of  birds  in  flight, 

Before  us  faster  ran  the  night 
Pursued  by  fingers  of  the  light. 

The  night  was  flown, 

By  breezes  blown, 

And  here  was  day,  six  months  to  stay. 

“Now  the  sun  shone  bright  on  the  snow 
ahead, 

And  the  omens  favored  our  trip, 

The  lead  dog  strained  at  the  harness  wild, 
And  through  the  snow  we’d  rise  and 
dip. 

“But  soon  I tired  of  forward  striving, 
Our  goal  so  far  ahead. 

And  that  the  trip  might  halt,  I shot 
The  lead  dog  down  for  dead. 


Cinquo  II 

Our  trip  was  slowed  as  I had  wished, 

The  men  stared  hate  at  me ; 

But  glares  of  ice  did  melt  and  run 
When  the  mountain  we  did  see. 

Underground  a giant  sleeping, 

Beneath  the  frozen  sleet, 

With  stretching  made  his  arched  knee 
A hill  in  earth’s  white  sheet. 

So  to  the  mountain  came  our  band, 

The  men  hailed  me  as  wise. 

Had  we  the  dog,  we  might  have  passed 
This  mountain  of  great  size. 

And  straight  our  preparations  made 
To  climb  the  mighty  height: 

A camp  at  base,  well-stocked  supplies 
To  last  us  six  months  night. 

We  climbed,  we  climbed  o’er  snow  and 
crag 

Until  I saw  before  me, 

Stretching  far  and  free, 

A verdant  warm  wind  valley ; 

And  stranger  still, 

’Twas  in  the  hill 

Beneath  the  snow,  a warming  glow. 

Our  men  went  in  through  narrow  chasm 
Onto  a green  plain, 

Where  all  was  warmth,  and  still 
No  winds  nor  any  rain. 

But  soon  I heard  a warning  rumble, 

And  all  the  rocks  did  tumble. 

We  were  imprisoned  in  this  place, 

Shut  off  from  friend  or  foeman’s  face. 
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ClNQUO  III 


ClNQUO  IV 


Bounded,  surrounded,  all  sides  stone, 
Beneath  our  feet  the  lea, 

And  all  around  and  overhead 
Was  only  rock  to  see. 

There  was  a light  so  ghostly  strange, 
O’er  everything  it  shone  ; 

But  great  was  our  concern  one  morn, 
When  roused,  we  found  it  gone. 

In  darkness  then  our  feet  did  stumble, 
Tumbling  o’er  the  lea; 

In  darkest  blackness  we  would  grope, 
For  nothing  could  we  see. 

The  darkness  swirled  about  our  heads, 
And  tightly  sealed  our  eyes ; 

Nor  more  could  move  them,  nor  to  see 
The  wide  unstarlit  skies. 

No  food  our  groping  hands  could  find, 
The  men  gnawed  on  the  grass. 

They  lived  as  savage  beasts  might  live, 
Outcasts  of  any  class. 

Thus  they  gnawed  and  ate  the  reeds. 
Coarse  reeds  ate  I, 

Our  mouths  were  dry ; 

Strong  men  would  cry. 

The  reeds  tore  skin, 

Mouths  bled  within 

Until  men  fell,  each  one  a shell. 

And  in  the  dark  alone  was  I, 

Where  I could  nothing  see 

But  still  full  twenty  death-glassed  eyes 
Sought  out  and  stared  at  me. 

For  every  soul  grew  million-fold, 

They  gathered  in  ’round  me. 

They  stared  and  glared,  and  I cried  out 
That  death  might  set  me  free. 


I stood  alone — in  endless  night, 

Alone  in  the  endless  pain. 

And  not  a soul,  nay  not  a breath, 

Would  comfort  me  again. 

I raised  my  arms.  I beat  the  air. 

I strived  without  avail 
As  one  who  builds  Utopian  dreams 
And  weeps  to  see  them  fall. 

And  as  I prayed  within  the  night, 

A tear  rolled  out  my  eye, 

For  I had  breathed  a prayer  for  man ; 

It  passed  unknowingly  by. 

Then  came  a rumbling  and  straining ; 

The  mountain  moved  again. 

A rush  of  air,  of  pure  clean  air 
To  ease  my  heart  of  pain. 

I stumbled  up  the  valley ; 

My  soul  within  me  burned. 

Six  months  we’d  lain  within  the  mount. 
The  winter  night  returned. 

I looked  at  the  boundless  heavens 
And  there  shone  for  Hi  a star. 

I held  my  hand  to  feel  its  warmth, 

A glow  from  distance  far. 

My  foot  crunched  over  snow  and  ice, 

I walked  without  a trail. 

And  never  man  had  walked  as  I — 

So  weak,  so  wan  and  pale. 

But  then  I fell  into  a drift; 

Then  all  the  stars  came  down 
And  spread  a blanket  over  me 
And  peace  was  all  around. 
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ClNQUO  V 


The  children  laugh  and  yet  believe. 

“How  came  you  back?”  they  say. 
“While  lying  there,  a sled  passed  by 
And  brought  me  home  to  stay. 

“For  never  went  I North  again 
On  any  trip  or  quest, 

And  here  within  the  pear  tree  shade 
I feel  I travel  best.” 


PHOTO 

This  year  a new  institution  has  been 
established.  The  Annual  B.  L.  S.  Photo 
Contest.  Like  many  other  activities,  this 
venture  requires  cooperation.  As  shown 
in  the  rules,  the  prize  money  is  one-half 
the  total  of  the  entry  fees ; but  how  much 
the  total  will  be  depends  on  you.  The 
contest  is  not  going  to  benefit  any  one 
student ; it  is  for  all.  All  of  us  are  very 
prone  to  criticize  the  lack  of  pictures  in 
the  Register;  well,  here’s  your  opportu- 
nity to  get  more  illustrations.  The  other 
half  of  the  fees  is  going  to  the  Register 
for  the  sole  purpose  of  more  and  better 
pictures.  The  quality  and  quantity  of 
these  pictures  also  depends  on  you.  Now, 
not  only  can  you  help  the  Register,  your 
magazine ; but  perhaps  win  a substantial 
cash  prize.  With  your  help,  the  first 
Annual  B.  L.  S.  Photo  Contest  can  be  a 
success. 

The  rules  are  as  follows  : 

1.  This  contest  is  open  to  all  students 
of  Boston  Latin  School  except  members 
of  the  B.  L.  S.  Camera  Club  and  the 
Register  staff. 

2.  Any  and  all  types  of  pictures  may 
be  entered  except  (a)  those  which  have 
been  exhibited  in  the  school  library;  (b) 
any  picture  which  has  won  a prize  in  an- 


He  journeys  well  who  keeps  in  mind 
The  comfort  of  his  friend, 

For  never  man  who  selfish  thinks 
Achieves  a happy  end. 

Prav  think  of  this  that  you  have  heard 
As  o’er  Life’s  snows  you  go — 

The  wisest  thing  to  do  will  be 
The  kindest  thing  you  know. 


CONTEST 

other  contest;  (c)  any  pictures  taken 
within  the  school  building. 

3.  There  will  be  an  entry  fee  of  five 
cents  ($.05)  per  picture,  which  will  be 
presented  with  the  photo  to  Mr.  Dunn  in 
the  library. 

4.  Each  contestant  will  put  his  name 
and  homeroom  number  on  the  back  of 
each  entry.  All  photos  will  be  returned. 

5.  There  will  be  three  divisions  from 
which  the  prizes  will  be  determined  : ( 1 ) 
Landscapes  and  pictorials;  (2)  Portraits 
of  any  type;  also  table-top;  (3)  Action 
and  human  interest. 

6.  The  prizes  will  be  cash,  to  be  deter- 
mined as  follows : 50%  of  the  total  entry 
fees  will  be  equally  divided  among  the 
three  prize-winners ; the  other  50%  will 
be  presented  to  the  Register  for  the  sole 
purpose  of  giving  its  readers  more  and 
better  pictures.  The  winning  pictures 
will  be  exhibited  in  the  school  library. 

7.  The  contest  will  extend  from  Oct. 
24  to  Nov.  . The  winners  will  be  noti- 
fied as  soon  as  possible  thereafter  and 
their  names  will  be  printed  in  th ^.Register, 

8.  The  judges  will  consist  of  a com- 
mittee selected  from  the  Camera  Club 
and  supervised  by  Mr.  Carroll  and  Mr. 
Dunn. 

Morton  Rubin,  ’39 
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EXPERIMENT  AGAINST  DOOM 

Russell  J.  Robinson,  ’39 


“I’ll  change  the  history  of  the  world! 
Do  you  hear,  the  world  1”  As  the  log  in 
the  fireplace  flickered,  a pale,  red  light 
made  Dr.  Hans  Zayden’s  face  glow  even 
more  as  he  shouted  triumphantly.  His 
eyes,  topped  with  thick,  silver  brows, 
were  gleaming,  and  his  sensitive  white 
hands  clenched  with  nervous  emotion. 

“Well  for  Heaven’s  sakes,  how?”  The 
question  was  hurled  by  Rudolph  Adler, 
learned  physician,  famed  throughout  the 
world ; but  as  he  leaned  forward  toward 
Zayden,  he  realized  that  the  answer  would 
prove  what  he  alone  had  long  suspected : 
that  Dr.  Zayden  was  the  most  brilliant 
scientist  on  earth ; that  what  the  man  had 
been  seeking  for  twenty  years  would  have 
to  be  the  achievement  of  a genius.  And 
so  he  found  himself  trembling  with  ex- 
citement as  Zayden  chuckled  gleefully. 

“Calm  yourself,  Rudolph,  don’t  get  ex- 
cited. You  must  wait  until  I tell  my 
story ; yes  . . . wait  . . . until  I tell  you 
why  1 have  worked  for  twenty  long  years, 
almost  alone  and  friendless;  why  I’ve 
waited  for  two  decades,  patiently,  while 
my  worthy  professional  associates  jeered 
and  rebuked  me  because  I planned  what 
they  considered  the  impossible.  Well,  I 
tell  you  now — ” a fantastic  glare  came 
into  his  eyes,  as  he  continued  bitterly — 
“Now,  my  friend,  they  will  not  laugh ! 
No,  not  they!  It  is  I who  will  laugh! 
For  I have  penetrated  the  unknown ! I 
have  solved  the  mystery  of  death ! Now 
laugh  if  you  will  . . . but  I will  prove  it 
to  you ! You,  my  best  friend,  who  alone 
have  stood  by  me  when  I have  been  for- 
saken by  the  ignorant  medical  men  who 
waste  their  time  trying  to  save  humanity 
from  the  foe  I have  now  conquered  — 
death  ! But  not  even  you  believed  in  me ; 
you  pitied  me,  because  you  thought  I was 
mad — a brilliant  mental  wreck.  Didn’t 


you?  Didn’t  you,  Rudolph!”  He  half 
stood  in  his  chair,  livid  with  hate  at  the 
memory  of  taunts,  disbelief,  and  ostra- 
cism. For  a brief  second  he  wavered,  as 
though  fever-struck,  and  then  sank  heav- 
ily back  again,  pale  and  weary  from  the 
paroxysm  of  rage.  With  a feeble  effort 
he  waved  away  assistance,  and  sat  mo- 
tionless until  he  was  able  to  go  on. 

In  a weak  voice  he  continued,  “I  have 
perfected,  after  six  years  of  planning,  and 
fourteen  of  actual  work,  a machine  that 
will  perform  a miracle.  I have  learned 
how  to  stop  time  . . . ! Ah,  you  look  in- 
credulous. Come,  then,  Dr.  Adler ; and 
I will  let  you  see  the  proof !”  He  pulled 
from  a large  metal  drawer  a ledger.  Hand- 
ing it  to  Adler,  he  said,  “There  is  pic- 
torial proof.  Case  records  of  animals 
which  have  undergone  the  treatment  of 
the  ray.  For  instance,  this  guinea  pig, 
full  grown,  in  its  declining  years,  was 
subjected  to  the  ray,  and  here — take  my 
word  for  it — here  is  the  same  guinea  pig 
ten  months  later,  smaller,  weaker,  in  its 
third  day  of  life  ! Why?  Because  I have 
made  its  life  reverse  its  normal  course.  I 
have  changed  time — sent  it  backward — 
and  instead  of  becoming  older  and  dying, 
the  pig  became  younger  day  by  day,  and 
even  now  is  approaching  the  time  of  its 
birth.  . . . But  still  you  are  not  convinced, 
eh?  Perhaps  if  I explain  it  in  cold,  scien- 
tific terms,  your  stubborn  brain  will  sur- 
render. Years  ago,  when  we  were  in 
medical  school,  I was  vastly  interested  in 
the  subject  of  the  sun’s  rays.  I reasoned 
thus  : if  light  from  the  sun  can  be  so  bene- 
ficial as  a healing  aid  to  the  human  body, 
why  couldn’t  an  artificially  compounded 
ray  be  made,  so  powerful  that  it  would 
completely  stop  the  daily  infinitisemal  dis- 
solution of  tissue,  the  cause  of  age?  In 
plain  words,  doctor,  why  not  invent  a ray 
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so  strong  that  not  only  will  it  stop  age  and 
thus  thwart  death,  but  will  even  turn  time 
backward  by  strengthening  the  tissues, 
and  make  a subject  grow  younger  each 
day  instead  of  older!  And  that  is  exact- 
ly what  I have  accomplished.  After 
twenty  years,  this  is  the  fruit  of  my  la- 
bors !” 

He  stepped  over  to  the  wall,  pressed  a 
button,  and  instantly  a partition  opened, 
revealing  a small  room  which  held  noth- 
ing but  a huge  lamp  hanging  from  the 
ceiling.  From  the  base  of  the  lamp  an 
insulated  wire  ran  down  the  wall  and  into 
a slot.  “There  it  is,”  said  Zayden,  as  he 
and  his  amazed  companion  entered. 
“There  is  the  Z-Ray — egostically  named, 
you’ll  agree.”  He  pointed  out  the  wire 
which  led  to  his  specially  constructed 
power-house.  The  subject  was  wheeled 
in  and  placed  under  the  ray  ; then  a switch 
was  pulled.  After  a varying  exposure, 
the  ray  was  turned  off  and  the  treatment 
was  over.  On  the  wall,  directly  in  front 
of  the  hole  in  which  the  wire  vanished, 
was  a small  switchboard.  On  the  top, 
a glass-encased  gauge  revealed  figures 
from  zero  to  seventy.  These,  Zayden  ex- 
plained, were  the  numbers  of  years  one 
might  be  turned  back.  Beyond  seventy- 
five.  the  ray  was  not  powerful  enough  to 
take  effect.  “So  you  see,  my  friend,  I 
am  not  as  crack-brained  as  you  think.  . . . 
Some  might  even  admit  I am  clever,  eh  ?” 
He  snapped  off  the  light,  and  together 
they  went  back  into  the  living-room.  Like 
one  who  has  seen  a ghost,  Adler  stood 
silently  at  the  window,  and  stared  into 
the  darkness  outside.  The  rain  splashed 
against  the  glass,  and  for  a few  moments 
no  sound  disturbed  the  silence.  Then, 
suddenly,  he  turned  and  strode  to  the 
armchair  where  Zayden  sat  watching  the 
flames  dance  in  the  fireplace.  Hoarsely, 
and  with  visible  effort,  he  said,  “Hane, 
you  can’t  use  this  ray.  You  must  destroy 
it  at  once !” 

The  scientist  snapped  his  head  up, 
paused  for  a second  as  he  looked  into  his 
friend’s  face,  and  then  spoke : “Now  it  is 


you  who  are  mad  ! Destroy  it  ? My  God, 
man,  why?” 

“That’s  it ! That’s  it  exactly.  Your 
God!  You  have  in  your  power  a secret 
that  belongs  to  the  Creator  alone ! You 
cannot  presume  to  rule  over  the  Angel  of 
Death.” 

Disgustedly  Zayden  turned  away ; but 
then  he  assumed  a patient  look  and  quiet- 
ly answered,  “Don’t  you  see,  Rudolph, 
that  I am  doing  permanently  what  you 
doctors  strive  to  do  temporarily?  You 
try  to  prevent  death,  but  sooner  or  later 
you  always  lose.  I,  instead,  can  win  ! So 
please  do  not  try  to  use  religious  logic  on 
me.  I have  a defense  against  your  every 
argument.” 

Baffled,  Adler  sank  into  a chair;  then, 
struck  by  a sudden  thought,  he  snapped, 
“But  how  do  you  know  it  will  work?  I 
mean  on  humans?  You’ve  tried  it  on 
guinea  pigs,  but  never  on  a living  person.” 

“That,  my  worthy  colleague,  is  most 
unfortunately  true,”  was  the  reply,  as  a 
frown  furrowed  Zavden’s  forehead.  “My 
one  problem  is  to  find  someone  who  will 
be  . . .” 

Even  as  he  spoke,  a screech  of  high- 
powered  brakes  sounded,  and  then  a 
splintering,  grinding  crash  of  glass  and 
metal.  The  two  men  stared  at  each  other, 
horror  in  each  face,  and  then  rose  simul- 
taneously. The  tall  surged  grabbed  his 
slicker  as  he  rushed  to  the  door,  but  Zay- 
den ignored  the  rain  completely.  With 
panting  effort  the  smaller  man  reached 
the  highway,  and  sighted  the  wreakage 
of  an  open  touring  car  a hundred  feet 
down  the  road.  It  had  smashed  against 
the  rocky  wall  of  a curve  and  overturned. 
As  they  approached  the  scene,  Adler  saw 
a body,  flung  into  the  road,  and  still  an- 
other. a woman,  half-pinned  beneath  the 
car.  As  soon  as  was  possible,  the  two 
men  carried  the  still  breathing  victims  to 
the  house.  With  a practical  eye,  Dr.  Ad- 
ler examined  them.  The  young  man,  bad- 
ly lacerated,  bled  profusely.  That  he  was 
dying  was  evident.  His  companion’s 
breathing  was  rapid,  and  her  low  pulse 
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caused  the  doctor  to  shake  his  head  mean- 
ingly as  he  rose.  But  then  he  realized  he 
was  alone.  The  scientist  had  disappear- 
ed. “There’s  no  need  for  bandages”  he 
shouted ; “these  people  are  beyond  all 
help !” 

As  though  in  answer  to  his  call,  the 
host  returned,  and  without  a word  lifted 
the  injured  youth  into  his  arms.  He  car- 
ried him  into  the  laboratory,  and  as  gent- 
ly as  he  could  placed  him  on  a marble  slab. 
Puzzled,  Adler  picked  up  the  girl  and 
brought  her  in,  while  Zavden  wheeled  an- 
other slab  into  the  room.  When  the  two 
were  together,  he  quickly  moved  to  the 
wall  switch  and  opened  the  partition.  It 
was  then  that  Adler  realized  the  signfi- 
cance  of  the  other’s  haste  and  activity. 
“You’re  not — not  going  to — he  stam- 
mered, as  Zayden  rolled  the  girl  into  the 
small  room. 


“Of  course  I am!  They’re  doomed; 
you  said  so  yourself.  In  this  way  alone 
can  they  be  saved ! Now  hurry  and  bring 
him  in.” 

Automatically  the  doctor  placed  the  boy 
under  the  ray,  and  stepped  back.  “Quick- 
ly, close  the  door!  There  is  no  time  to 
lose !” 

Then  he  grasped  the  gauge  handle. 
“One  year,  we  shall  say  ...  so  we  shall 
not  have  too  long  to  wait.”  His  hands 
trembling,  he  pressed  the  gauge  to  “i”, 
and  paused.  Turning,  he  said  slowly, 
“Now,  Dr.  Allen,  you  will  see  the  greatest 
miracle  ever  performed.  You  will  see 
me,  Hans  Zayden,  conquer  Death !” 
Then,  with  a quick  flip,  he  pulled  the 
switch. 

(Continued  next  month) 


ALUMNI  NOTES 


Harold  Brown,  ’35,  and  Lawrence  For- 
rest Ebb,  ’35,  were  elected  to  the  Phi  Beta 
Kappa  Junior  Eight  at  Harvard. 

Gleason  Leonard  Archer,  ’34,  Nathan 
Myers,  ’34,  Henry  Fleerinan,  ’34,  and 
Charles  Zibbell,  ’34,  were  elected  to  the 
Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  at  Harvard  in 
June. 

Degrees  awarded  June,  1938  at  Harv- 
ard : 

Summa  cum  laude : 

Gleason  Leonard  Archer,  ’34  (Classics) 

Albert  Damon,  ’34  (Sociology) 

Robert  Evan  Wernick,  ’34  (History  and 
Literature) 

Theodore  Harold  White,  ’34  (History) 


Magna  cum  laude : 

John  Black,  ’34  (Economics) 

Sidney  Leon  Goldberg,  ’34  (Economics) 
Harold  Herscovitz,  ’34  (Economics) 
Nathan  Myers,  ’34  (Economics) 

Milton  Sigmund  Pratiner,  ’34 

(Germanic  Languages) 

Benjamin  Isadore  Schwartz,  ’34 

(Romance  Languages) 

Henry  Sherman,  ’34 

(Biochemical  Sciences) 

Charles  Zibbell,  ’34  (Government) 

Seventy-six  boys  graduated  with  the 
class  of  1938.  Thirty-five  of  them,  or 
forty-six  per  cent,  were  “cum  laude.” 
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THE  HURRICANE 

Stanley  H.  Davis 


The  sky  was  fast  becoming  dark, 
Though  distant  was  the  night ; 

An  omen  of  the  coming  storm — 

The  show  of  nature’s  might. 

A shifting  breeze  soon  changed  to  wind  ; 
The  latter  fast  grew  strong. 

But  still  the  people  had  no  fear 
That  anything  was  wrong. 

Now  doubt  was  planted  in  their  minds, 
While  some  began  to  fear. 

And  fear  was  not  a groundless  thing  — 
The  hurricane  was  near. 

It  struck  with  raging  fury 
As  it  thundered  on  its  way : 

A sight  to  fear  and  wonder  at — 

The  elements,  at  play. 

Death  and  destruction  mark  its  path ; 

The  wings  of  death  fly  fast. 

Can  human  life  withstand  it? 

Will  any  building  last? 

Stately  trees  and  common  shrubs 
All  fall  as  with  a knife  ; 

The  hand  of  death  has  cut  them  down, 
Has  robbed  them  of  all  life. 

Like  leaves  that  fall  in  autumn, 

These  trees  that  yet  are  green 

Crash  down  and  strike  the  shaking  earth, 
While  havoc  reigns  supreme. 

The  scene  is  like  a battlefield, 

And  loss  of  life  is  great. 

W hy  must  this  cherished  land  of  ours 
Endure  this  heartless  fate  ? 


The  gale  has  reached  a mighty  height. 

The  swirling  waves  dash  high  ; 

To  those  who  watch  their  rushing  course, 
Their  limit  is  the  sky. 

And  all  along  the  eastern  shore, 

Are  crushed  and  battered  hulls 
Of  things  that  once  were  lovely  ships — 
Now  driftwood — homes  of  gulls. 

Crushed  against  the  jagged  rocks, 

And  beaten  by  the  sea, 

The  graceful  lines  of  graceful  ships 
Have  reached  their  destiny. 

But  these  are  not  alone  in  death. 

For  human  life  was  lost ; 

That  hurricane — that  tidal  wave 
Stayed  not  to  count  the  cost. 

The  screaming  wind  has  reached  its 
height. 

Still  many  are  to  die  ; 

The  weakened  dam  at  last  gives  ’way — 
Men  drown  without  a cry. 

Hours  have  passed— it  seems  like  years ; 

The  hurricane  is  gone ; 

Another  land,  and  other  lives 
Will  hear  its  deathly  song. 

Soon  dawn  will  break,  and  those  who  live 
Will  know  the  loss  of  life — 

Will  hate  and  curse  the  ghastly  thing 
That  brought  this  needless  strife. 

And  those  who  learned  of  nature’s  might. 

Now  bend  their  heads  and  pray — 

I hank  God  they  lived  throughout  the 
night, 

To  see  the  sun — today. 
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BRAVE  BENNY 

Russell  Robinson 


Benny  was  never  a hero.  As  a boy  in 
the  slums  of  the  East  Side,  he  had  always 
been  lookout  when  his  gang  stole  tires.  At 
no  time  was  he  actually  at  the  scene  of 
the  crime,  because  his  main  idea  was  to 
exit  quickly  at  any  sign  of  danger.  His 
policy  had  served  him  well,  too.  After 
a long  career  of  petty  thievery,  Benny  still 
roamed  the  streets  a free  man. 

It  was  1 :30  as  Benny  stood  crouched 
in  the  shadows  below  a fire  escape,  and 
squinted  nervously  up  and  down  the  al- 
ley. Satisfied  that  nobody  watched,  he 
writhed  up  a cornice  and  grabbed  the 
tower  rung.  With  a protesting,  rusty 
groan  it  sank  down  to  the  ground,  and  up 
went  Benny.  Tonight  he  was  not  a sec- 
ond-story man,  for  his  quarry  lay  on  the 
third  floor.  The  fat  delicatessen  owner, 
he  knew,  brought  cash  receipts  home  with 
him. 

He  crept  over  the  window  sill  and  into 
the  hall.  Benny  found  the  bedroom.  But 
there  was  no  roll  in  the  trousers  pocket. 
Steadily  he  slunk  into  the  living-room  and 
began  to  search.  He  was  too  careful.  As 
he  moved  some  paper,  an  ink  bottle  fell 
with  a thud  to  the  floor.  Head  cocked 
like  a squirrel,  Benny  waited  for  the 
slightest  alarm.  For  fully  a minute  he 
remained  rigid,  but  no  sound  was  heard. 
Benny,  not  a brave  man,  patted  his  shoul- 
der holster  and  loosened  the  gun.  Then 
he  resumed  operations. 

It  was  a hard  job,  but  finally  he  pulled 
the  roll  from  behind  the  clock.  “What 
luck !”  thought  Benny,  who  always  shiv- 
ered violently  at  such  times.  A “Puddup 
your  hands !”  from  behind  him  made  it 
bad  luck.  Spinning  quickly,  the  timid 
thief  saw  a vast  white  bulk  of  nightgown. 
It  was  the  fat  delicatessen  owner,  but  he 
was  not  holding  a sausage.  “No,” 
thought  Benny  sadly,  “that’s  a gun,  and 
this  is  my  fourth  offense.”  He  was  on 


the  inescapable  horns  of  a dilemma ; one 
meant  death,  and  the  other  life — but  not 
the  kind  of  life  one  cares  to  lead.  “I  sup- 
pose I could  rush  him — he  looks  easy, 
— but  . . . he’s  got  what  it  takes  in  his  right 
hand,  and  its  pointed  at  me  !” 

“Puddup  your  hands !”  again.  With  a 
sigh  Benny  complied ; but  as  he  did,  his 
right  hand  strayed  a bit — just  enough  to 
let  the  nightgown  see  his  object.  “Kumm 
here  und  gimme  dot  gun  !”  he  roared,  and 
with  the  gait  of  a pallbearer,  Benny  sub- 
mitted. 

“Ha-ha!”  said  the  one  who  looked  like 
a seal,  “I  fooled  you,  huh?  Ach,  du 
dummkopf ; now  I godd  a gun  vat  is  a 
gun  ! Dot  udder — huh — just  a cap-pis- 
tol !” 

Benny  hesitated  no  longer.  With  a fly- 
ing tackle  he  plunged  toward  the  night- 
gown. . . . 

The  next  day  he  was  discussing  it  over 
with  some  beer  and  old  crony.  The  crony 
was  frankly  amazed.  “Ya  see  it,  don’t 
ya?  Ye  see  it  here  on  the  front  page!” 
cried  Benny,  as  the  other  shook  his  head 
doubtfully.  “Overturned  the  man, 
though  a gun  confronted  him,  and  es- 
caped through  the  window.” 

“But  listen — I’ve  known  ya  now  for 
twenty  years,  and  ya  was  always  afraid 
to  play  hide-an-seek  for  fear  ya’d  get  lost. 
Ya  wouldn’t  jump  no  guy  wid  a gun  ! So 
why  d’ja  do  it?  Was  ya  crazy  in  the 
head  for  a minute  like  a punch-drunk  pug  ? 
Or  was  ya  just  sore  when  he  said  he  got 
ya  with  a cap-pistol  ?” 

Benny  grinned  in  his  beer:  “Well.”  he 
said,  “it  did  sorta  get  me  mad,  but  then  I 
thought  of  somethin’.  Ya  see,  I ain’t  a 
hero — you’re  right — but  I ain’t  a boob 
neither,  and  so  I don’t  ever  want  get  nab- 
bed for  moider.  So  whenever  I pull  a 
job,  I don’t  carry  a gun.  I’m  too  smart. 
...  I carry  a cap-pistol.  . . !” 
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RAVING  REPORTER 


July  14 — C.  E.  E.  B.  marks  returned. 
Nuf-sed. 

Sept.  2 — We  awoke  early,  only  to  find 
that  school  begins  next  week. 

Sept.  8 — Despite  first  day  shortened 
periods,  Mr.  Hobbs  found  time  to  warn 
his  seniors  of  “that  hot  June  day.'’ 

Sept.  9 — Call  for  football  candidates 
caused  several  Sixth  Classmen  to  ask 
Coach  Fitzgerald  if  they  were  eligible. 

Sept.  13  — The  Detention  Society 
opened  its  season  today  with  a full 
quorum,  which  is  expected  to  remain  at  a 
steady  high  throughout  the  year. 

Sept.  1-1 — 181  more  days  of  school. 
“Jam”  session  of  the  clarinet  and  saxo- 
phone players  in  the  small  Rehearsal 
Room  at  2 :30  today.  In  the  groove,  boys  ! 

Sept.  1-1 — We  have  already  encountered 
five  candidates  who  are  running  for  pres- 
ident. Yes,  five  running,  but  four  “also- 
running.” 

Sept.  15 — Colonel  Penney  has  a prob- 
lem for  the  Math.  Department?  How 
can  he  divide  thirty-three  seniors  into 
two  companies  and  have  each  senior  at 
least  a corporal  ? 

Sept.  16 — The  candy  counter  is  now 
but  a memory.  Mr.  Fitzgerald  will  never 
know  where  to  look  for  his  athletes  now. 

Sept.  19 — Assembly  of  Classes  I.  II, 


III.  After  all  these  years,  the  upper 
classmen  had  to  be  told  how  to  dress. 
Practically  every  one  who  received  “70” 
or  better  in  composition  showed  up  at  the 
staff  meeting  of  the  Register. 

Sept.  20 — The  track  team  and  others 
were  cautioned  not  to  practice  in  the  cor- 
ridors. School  is  already  getting  dull. 
We  wish  there’d  be  a hurricane  or  some- 
thing. 

Sept.  21 — Guess  what ! A hurricane  ! ! 

Sept.  22 — It’s  an  ill  wind  that  blows 
no  good ! It’s  a devastating  wind  that 
blows  “No  School.” 

Sept.  23 — At  the  meeting  of  the  Reg- 
ister staff,  Editor  Robinson  decided  that 
four  Raving  Reporters  were  needed  to 
carry  on  the  great  work  of  last  year’s 
writers.  Opinions  may  be  submitted  on 
this  matter  in  the  basket  of  212. 

Sept.  26 — Mr.  Sands:  “Have  you  done 
your  outside  reading  yet?” 

First  Classman:  “No,  sir;  it’s  been  too 
cold.” 

Sept.  27 — Political  factions  are  seen 
everywhere.  Every  new  dawn  sees  an- 
other candidate  entering  the  already  large 
field  for  Senior  offices. 

Sept.  28 — Meeting  of  Classical  Club. 
Mr.  Cleary  won’t  see  such  a gathering 
again  until  Picture  Day. 

Sept.  29 — Master:  “Jones,  are  you 
copying  Smith’s  paper?” 

Pupil:  “No,  sir  ; I’m  copying  Brown’s.” 

Master:  “Oh,  excuse  me.” 

Sept.  30 — “The  Mikado”  is  now  being 
cast  by  the  Glee  Club.  What  a howl  these 
trials  are ! 

Oct.  1 — Latin  0 — Groton  0.  There’s 
no  point  to  a game  like  this. 

Oct.  3 — Shades  of  Walt  Disney ! We 
are  forbidden  to  “Whistle  While  We 
Work.” 

Oct.  5 — When  milk  bottles  are  dropped 
in  the  lunchroom,  remember  that  you  are 
a Latin  School  gentleman  and  don’t  “boo” 
— even  “boo-hoo”  over  spilt  milk. 
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□ TO  □ 

On  a high  hill,  amid  stately  buildings 
and  the  beautiful  suroundings  of  an  ex- 
clusive private  school,  a confident  Latin 
eleven  trotted  out  to  meet  a green  Groton 
team.  From  the  opening  kick  it  was  evi- 
dent that  the  game  was  going  to  be  a close 
one. 

Not  having  had  many  days  of  practice, 
Latin’s  running  attack  was  limited  to  the 
common  run-of-the-mill  plays.  A fairly 
diversified  passing  attack  was  shown 
throughout  the  game,  and  this  in  some 
measure  made  up  for  weaknesses  in  the 
other  types  of  attack.  Radley  passed  well, 
but  more  than  once  his  ends  dropped  easy 
passes  that  would  have  meant  gains  of 
many  yards.  One  play  that  worked  ex- 
tremely well  was  a short  pass  over  the 
center,  Radley  heaving  to  one  of  his  fel- 
low-backs, usually  Monahan.  This  play 
oroved  a life  saver  in  an  attack  otherwise 
weak.  By  dint  of  plugging  through  the 
line,  B.  L.  S.  twice  gained  the  coveted 
enemy  10-yard  marker.  But  here  every- 
thing seemed  to  go  wrong  at  once.  Line- 
men failed  to  keep  the  opponents  out, 
backs  slipped  up  on  blocking  assign- 
ments, and  the  runners  fumbled  and 
stumbled  about,  managing  to  get  exactly 
no  yardage  and  thus  no  touchdowns. 

Monahan  proved  himself  a powerful 
line-plunger.  In  fact,  the  most  glaring 
weakness  of  the  team  was  the  lack  of  a 
climax-runner — a man,  fast  and  shifty, 


who  could  be  depended  upon  to  break 
loose  every  so  often  and  make  those  all- 
important  big  gains  that  eventually  lead 
to  scores.  Last  year  with  Capt.  Crowley, 
“Ed”  Martin,  little  “Bob”  Dempsey, 
Walsh,  and  “Joe”  Burke,  the  backfield 
was  actually  filled  with  flashy  ball-toters. 
Of  course,  the  lack  of  such  men  in  the 
line  as  Walter  Hoar,  “Ed”  Lambert,  and 
“Yin”  Giannini  didn’t  help  our  backs  any. 
Hoar  and  Lambert  are  restrained  from 
playing  by  eligibility  rules,  but  will  be  in 
there  knocking  down  enemy  backs  after 
the  first  report  card.  “Vin”  Giannini  has 
a job  Saturdays,  and  Groton  was  not  ex- 
pected to  offer  enough  resistance  to  de- 
mand his  presence. 

Groton  showed  nothing  except  stub- 
born defensive  ability  when  pushed  up 
against  their  goal.  They  threw  only  one 
really  successful  pass  during  the  entire 
game.  “Win”  McClelland,  who,  teamed 
with  his  brother  George,  gave  Groton  one 
of  its  greatest  teams,  again  showed  that 
he  was  a good  back. 

Since  assistance  from  his  team  mates 
was  lacking,  he  was  prevented  from  doing 
anything  startling.  In  all,  the  game  was 
uninteresting  and  disappointing  from  the 
Latin  point  of  view.  The  large  number 
of  mothers  and  fathers,  friends  of  the 
players,  straggled  off  the  field  at  the  end 
of  the  game  wondering  just  what  the 
trouble  was.  Perhaps  it  was  just  one  of 
those  things  that  happen  every  so  often, 
that  although  you  outplay  your  opponent 
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so  far,  you  are  still  unable  to  defeat  him. 
The  Groton  stands  seemed  highly  jubilent 
over  the  outcome. 

Harry  V.  Keefe,  ’39 


LATIN  VS.  MEMORIAL 

National  League  Field,  October  11 — 
Under  a clear  blue  sky  Latin  met  Me- 
morial in  their  annual  game.  This  game 
was  nip-and-tuck  all  the  way  and  ended 
in  a tie,  0-0. 

Latin,  as  in  the  Groton  game,  weakened 
when  in  scoring  distance.  Once  in  the 
second  period,  after  Bill  Monahan  and 
Paul  Cummings  had  managed  to  advance 
the  oval  as  far  as  the  Memorial  eight- 
yard  line,  “Red”  Radley  faded  back  and 
shot  a bullet-like  pass  to  Walter  Donahue 
in  the  end  zone  for  what  looked  like  a sure 
touchdown ; however,  the  officials  de- 
tected offensive  interference  on  Walt’s 
part  when  he  pushed  an  opponent  away 
from  him  and  snared  the  pass.  Latin  was 
penalized  fifteen  yards  from  the  line  of 
scrimmage  for  this  demeanor. 

Again  in  the  third  period,  Memorial 
fumbled  and  Jackson  recovered  for  Latin. 


Capitalizing  on  the  Green’s  fumble,  Latin, 
after  a series  of  plays,  was  able  to  ad- 
vance the  ball  to  the  six-yard  stripe.  Dame 
Fortune  was  against  us.  On  the  next  play, 
Latin  fumbled,  and  Malloy  of  Memorial 
recovered  on  the  four-yard  line. 

These  were  the  only  two  chances  af- 
forded to  us,  and  we  failed  to  capitalize. 

The  Lineup : 

Havey,  Casey,  McCarthy,  le;  Krajew- 
ski,  It;  Gianinni,  Nedvins,  lg ; Rowen, 
Higgins,  c;  Ward,  Freedman,  Manekof- 
sky,  rg ; Jackson,  rt;  Donahue,  Casey, 
D’Arcy,  Winkeler,  re  ; Radley,  qb  ; Mona- 
han, lhb  ; Cummings,  rhb  ; Condos,  Beyer, 
Feldman,  fb. 

J.  X.  Foley,  ’39 


DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 

B-r-r,  these  showers  are  chilly  after  be- 
ing shut  off  for  four  months.  . . . When 
Harvard  recently  lost  to  Brown  there 
were  usually  two  Harvardians  covering 
Brown’s  Number  50.  Brown’s  Number 
50  turned  out  to  be  “Joe”  Finkelstein, 
hard-hitting  Latin  School  end  of  four 
years  ago.  Another  Latin  School  man 
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opposed  him  at  the  opening  kick-off, 
namely,  Frank  Foley,  a capable  half  back. 

. . . Two  other  grads  are  lost  to  the  grid- 
iron forces  of  rival  colleges  this  fall. 
“Joe”  Kaufman,  outstanding  end  on  the 
Harvard  frosh  last  year,  is  out  because  of 
scholastic  difficulties.  The  Dartmouth 
team  was  severely  hampered  by  the  loss 
of  “Danno”  Dacey,  because  of  a chronic 
shoulder  injury.  . . . “Tom”  Higgins 
isn’t  waiting  until  the  game  to  receive  his 
cheers.  Almost  every  day  at  practice,  he 
has  three  feminine  admirers  rooting  for 
him.  . . . “Bud”  McLaughlin  has  given 
up  football  to  concentrate  solely  on  the 
National  Pastime.  . . . “Rud”  Hoye, 
Latin  School’s  star  kicker  of  a few  years 
ago,  patrolled  the  right  field  section  for 
the  Harvard  baseball  team  last  year.  . . . 
As  mentioned  in  the  Class  Will  of  1938, 
“Ed”  Rowen  left  his  brother  to  the  school. 
At  last  reports,  “Bunny”  was  upholding 
the  Rowen  tradition  by  maintining  the 
pivot  post  on  the  first  team.  . . . Coach 
Fitzgerald  came  up  with  a new  one  this 
fall  by  naming  his  first  three  teams,  “P”, 
“D”,  and  “Q”,  respectively.  . . . “Joe” 


Crowley  has  decided  to  spend  a little  time 
before  entering  the  portals  of  college,  for 
he  is  now  attending  a “prep”  school  in 
Pennsylvania.  ...  A long  struggle  was 
finally  won  when  the  City  of  Boston 
School  Department  made  hockey  an  offi- 
cial sport  in  fourteen  Boston  high  schools. 
Most  credit  is  due  to  the  four  original 
independent  teams  of  last  year.  . . . Since 
our  latest  hurricane,  Mr.  John  Fitzgerald 
is  sporting  a badly  damaged  roof  on  his 
car.  Mr.  Fitzgerald  evidently  is  not  a 
very  good  broken-field  runner.  . . . Coach 
Fitzgerald  recently  gave  his  third  and 
fourth  teams  a two  and  a half  hour  scrim- 
mage to  determine  which  unfortunates 
would  have  to  exert  their  energy  in  the 
Cheese  and  Cracker  Club.  . . . Lest  we 
forget,  the  managers  of  the  football  team 
this  year  are  Coughlin,  Flaherty  and  Ir- 
win. . . . From  the  looks  of  determination 
on  the  boys’  faces,  it  appears  that  they 
are  gunning  for  the  mythical  city  cham- 
pionship. So,  just  a warning  to  the  other 
Boston  high  schools : we’re  rolling  now, 
and  it  will  take  a strong  team  to  beat  us. 
From  now  on,  its  Purple  vs.  the  field ! 

Harry  O’ Hare, 
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ACTIVITIES 


We  face  school  platforms  every  day, 
and  they  are  usually  cold  and  forebod- 
ing. But  after  school  they  gather  a new 
life,  a new  purpose  for  existing,  enjoy- 
ment. . . . The  first  “after  class”  platform 
was  occupied  by  the  Glee  Club.  Mr. 
Burke’s  auditions  began  in  the  middle  of 
September,  as  a result  of  which  he  has 
now  a chorus  of  carolers  for  the  Club  pro- 
duction this  year,  “The  Mikado.”  . . . 
Toward  the  end  of  September  a number 
of  “scholars”  met  in  Room  118,  where 
Nasher  officially  opened  the  meetings  of 
the  Classical  Club.  The  room  was  filled. 
The  club  often  advertises  its  talks  on  al- 
ternate Wednesdays  in  the  Daily  Bul- 
letin. Attend  one.  It’s  not  too  late  to 
join.  . . . 

Do  you  “oboe”  or  do  you  “yo-yo”?  If 
you  oboe,  you  will  be  welcome  in  the  or- 
chestra; but  if  you  pull  the  long  string, 
well,  would  it  be  treason  to  say  that 
Messrs.  Taylor,  Gardner,  and  Kozodoy 
are  indulgents  ? . . . 

Every  Thursday  from  three  to  five  in 
our  Music  Room  the  members  of  the 
Public  School  Symphony  Band  meet.  A 


ANSWERS 

1 —  General  Haldimand 

2— 1933 

3 —  Alma  Mater 

4 —  Mr.  Glover 

5 —  Women’s  Ed.  & Ind.  Union 

6 —  Latin  0 — English  0 

7 —  Caesar’s  Commentories 

8 —  5 members 

9 —  Headmaster  Gould 

10 — Samuel  Langdon 

Henry  Aronson , ’39 


position  with  this  group  is  certainly  worth 
striving  for.  There  will  be  concerts  this 
year  as  ever  ,and  the  opportunity  of  work- 
ing under  Mr.  Sordillo  is  invaluable.  . . . 

Shall  we  hear  a lion’s  roar,  or  shall  we 
be  buttled?  That  is  the  problem  before 
the  Dramatics  Club  this  year.  By  way  of 
explanation : The  lion  is  from  “Androcles 
and  the  Lion”  by  Shaw,  while  the  butler 
is  the  “Admirable  Crichton.”  But  this  is 
a problem  for  the  merry  month  of  May, 
when  the  Dramatics  Club  sallies  forth. 
More  about  it  later.  . . . 

Mr.  McGuffin’s  Chess  and  Checker 
Club  met  in  his  homeroom  after  the  chalk 
dust  from  his  last  period  class  was  still 
piling  itself  on  the  floor.  I know  from 
past  years  that  its  members  have  enjoyed 
its  sessions.  . . . 

There  are  yet  many  clubs  to  inaugurate 
their  season.  You  will  follow  them  as  I 
will  in  the  B.  L.  S.  Daily  Bulletin  and 
perhaps  join  one  or  more.  Clubs  after 
school  are  to  us  now  what  fraternities 
may  be  to  us  later. 

John  IV.  R.  Manning,  107. 


YOU’RE  NOT  SO  SMART 

( How  much  do  you  know  about  Boston 
Latin  School?) 

Significant  Scores : 

100 — Genius 
90— Shark 
80 — Sub-shark 
70 — Not  so  hot 
60 — Fair 

50 — Average  B.  L.  S.  student 
40 — Average  Class  I student 
30 — Moron 
20 — Sub-moron 
10 — Public  Menace 
0 — Hopeless 
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DRILL  UNIFORMS 
For  34  Years — Famous  For 

BETTER  FITTING  and  LONGER  WEARING 

Uniforms 

Every  uniform  guaranteed  not  to  streak  when  washed 
Our  Prices  are  the  same  you  pay  for  an  ordinary  quality 

ROSENFIELD  UNIFORM  CO. 

15  SCHOOL  STREET  Lafayette  6180  BOSTON 


The  Perfectly  Air-Conditioned 

TRANS-LUX  THEATRE 

Washington  St.  at  Boyiston  Liberty  3737 

Presents 

Latest  News  from  All  the  Newsreels 
Popular  Science  Travel 

Nature  Study  Current  Events 

International  Affairs  Cartoons 

Comedy  and  Other  Short  Subjects 


VISUAL  AND  NARRATED  EDUCATION 


Wadsworth  Press  telephone  kirkland  1013 

0 OOP  00  0 0 0 0 0 0 0 OOP  0000000000000000000000000000000000000  JCQ' 

251  Third  Street 
Cambridge,  Massachusetts 


Your  School  Printer 
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THE 

JAMAICA  PRESS 

J.  B.  KAVANAUGH 
Proprietor 


Printing 

Engraving 

Binding 


Learn  To  Dance 

Assemblies 

for  High  School  Students 
preceded  by  Instruction  in 
Dancing  at 

Hotel  Victoria 
Dartmouth  St.  Boston 

2nd  and  4th  Friday  Evenings 
of  each  month 

Junior  Class  7:30  to  9:00  O’clock 
Senior  Class  9:00  to  11:00  O'clock 


753  Centre  Street 
Jamaica  Plain 

JAMaica  1661 


Direction  of 

KATHARINE  D.  O’GORMAN 
12  Huntington  Ave. 

Pierce  Bldg.  Room  301 

Tel.  CIRcle  9859 


Kennedy’s 

Jfgtg 

Under-Grad  Shop 

ilf§ 

has  what  it  takes 

To  make  high  school  men  the  models 

ft 

of  their  class  in  correct  dress,  for  the 

jg  A m 

Under-Grad  Shop  is  usually  first  with  the 

ft 

latest  clothes,  in  everything  from  casual 
sportswear  to  the  strict  formality  of 
white  tie  and  tails. 

in 

Under-Grad.  Shop  - 4th  Floor 

KENNEDY’S 

SUMMER 

and  HAWLEY  - BOSTON 
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LADIES* and  MENS 

FORMAL  CLOTHES 
FOR  RENTAL 

xMiha  h/emiHd 


READ  & WHITE 

III  lUMMfR  STRUT  WOOIWORTH  BUIIOINC 

7rt.lll.7910  CASK!  1447 


Books  for  Every  One 


De  Wolfe  & Fiske  Co. 

The  Archway  Bookstore 

2 Park  Street  Boston 


150  High  Street,  corner  Oliver  St. 

Mimeograph 

Bonds 

Ledgers 

Envelopes 

Paper  Specialties 

TELEPHONE  HANCOCK  7433 
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The  AU.  Washington 

Liberty  3110  Res.  Blu  4897 

Cooperative  Bank 

MacDonald 

Optical  Company 

430  Broadway 

South  Boston,  Mass. 

.4  Complete  Eyeglass  Service 

Room  501 

Savings  Accounts  Mortgages 

44  Bromfield  St. 

R.  D.  MacDonald  Boston,  Mass. 

TYPEWRITERS  OFFICE  SUPPLIES 

RAYMOND’S 

00000000750000000000000000 

Boston 

Samuel  Narcus 

HIGH  SCHOOL 
UNIFORMS 

Stationer 

Breeches 

Badges 

TWO  STORES 

Leggings 

Letters 

92  Washington  Street 

CAPitol  8720 

230  Washington  Street 
LAFayette  1038 

Cap,  Coat 

Made  to  BOSTON  SCHOOL 
BOARD  SPECIFICATIONS 

BOSTON  MASS. 

Big  Fellers'  Department 

Second  Floor 

Compliments  of 

COLE’S 

PAUL'S 

SHOES  FOR  MEN 

DRUG  STORES 

Famous  Make  Shoes  at 

STORES 

Substantial  Savings 

Boston,  Cambridge,  Waltham 
Medford,  Somerville,  Arlington 
Dorchester,  Mass. 

26  KNEELAND  STREET 

BOSTON 
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Berkeley  Preparatory  School 

Established  1S07  ‘ 

AN  ACCREDITED  SCHOOL 

Preparation  for  College  by  Certificate  or  Examination 
SEND  FOR  CATALOGUE  NOW 

1089  Boylston  Street,  Boston 

Telephone,  COMmonwealth  9262 


SPECIAL  HIGH  SCHOOL 

Attention  Cadets! 

MEMBERSHIP 

Your  Uniform 

$1.50  for  the  School  Year 

I $*j25 

on,y  / with  overseas  cap 

[From  now  to  July  1] 

Take  a swim  on  the  way  home  from 
School  . . . enjoy  a gym  class  in 

Guaranteed  Strictly  Regulation 

the  afternoon  . . . meet  your  friends 
in  the  Boy's  Lobby  .... 

The  “Y”  is  near  enough  to  your 
school  to  make  this  possible  .... 

Cadet  Uniform 
Headquarters 

130  Portland  Street 

Inquire  at  the 

Boston 

BOYS’  DIVISION 

1 minute  from  No.  Station  and 

BOSTON  Y M C A 

Haymarket  Square 

316  Huntington  Ave.,  Boston 

FREE!  With  every  uniform  a giant 
mechanical  pencil 

Prepare  yourself  for  the  College  Boards 
Don’t  let  your  work  get  ahead  of  you 

Come  to  the 


High  School  Tutoring  Bureau 

127  Humbolt  Avenue,  Roxbury 

Tutoring  by  Harvard  Students 

Call  HIG  6389  or  GEN  7276  for  appointments 


NORTHEASTERN 
UNIVERSITY 


DAY  DIVISION 

College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Offers  « broad  program  of  college  subjects  serving  as  a foundation  for  the  understanding 
torEmral  achievement.  Toe  purpose  of  this  program 


of 'modern  adtureTsccial  rdations°and  technical  achievement.  The  F*g°j*lD£  thu ‘ 
is  to  give  the  student  a liberal  and  cultural  education  and  a vocational  competence  which  hts 
him  to  enter  some  specific  type  of  useful  employment. 

College  of  Business  Administration 

Offers  a college  program  with  broad  and  thorough  training  in  the  principles  of  busioe* 
with  specialization  in  Accounting.  Banking  and  Finance,  or  Business  Management. 
Instruction  is  through  lectures,  solution  of  business  problems,  class  discussions,  motion  pictures 

ard  talks  by  business  men.  . 

College  of  Engineering 


Provides  complete  college  programs  in  Engineering  with  professional  courses  in  **  ^elds 
- - --  - ^ '""ith  Dibsel,  Aitonautical,  and  Air  Conditioning  Options), 


Electrical,WChemical!  Industrial  Engineering,  and.  Engineering^minis^ton^ 
Students  select,  at  the  beginning  of  the  sophomore  year,  the  course  in  which  they  intend  to 

"If*  Cooperative  Plan 


The  Co-operative  Plan  provides  for  a combination  of  practical  industrial  experience  with 

• . vr_  ^ t A MArttnn  ryf  J 


classroom  instruction.  Upperclassmen  earn  a portion  o; 
business  contacts  which  prove  valuable  in  later  years. 


their  school  expenses  and  make 


Bachelor  of  Arts 


Degrees  Awarded 


Bachelor  of  Science 


EVENING  DIVISION 

(For  Mrn  and  Women) 

Providing  complete  courses  of  univers  ty  grade  fn  business  and  law,  for  high  school 
graduates  who  find  it  necessary  to  work  during  the  day  but  wtsb  to  study  for 
further  advancement 


School  of  Business 

Programs  in  Aeaounting,  Law 

and  Business,  and  in  Engiaet  i :ng  and  Busi- 
ness, under  instructors  actual  t r engaged  in 
the  fields  in  which  they  teach. 

7 of  graduates  hold  execu  vc  positions 
in  business.  Preparation  for  the  C.P.A. 
examinatiors.  School  grants  B.  B.  A.  de- 
gree. Individual  courses  available  to 
special  students. 


Pre-Legal  Program 
Day  or  Evening 

A special  program  conducted  by  the 
college  of  Liberal  Arts  which  prepares 
for  admission  to  tJie  Day  or  Evening 
Division  of  the  Northeastern  Uni- 
versity School  of  Law.  The  School  of 
Law  prepares  for  the  bar  examina- 
tions and  for  the  practice  of  the  law. 


Graduates  of  B is  ton  Latin  School  may  f he  admitted  without  examinations  if  grades  arc 
satisfactory  to  tie  Department  of  Admissions 


FOA  CATALOGUE— MAIL  THIS  COUPON  AT  ONCE 


NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 
Director  of  Admissions 
Boston,  Massachusetts 

Please*  «end  me  a catalog  of  the 

□ College  of  Liberal  Arts 

□ College  of  Engineering 

□ College  of  Business  Administration 


□ 

□ 

□ 


Evening  School  of  Busin* 
' -*ro?rr''-m 


_smess 

Day  Pre-Legal  Pro?..  _ 
Evening  Pre-Legcl  Program 


Name. . 
Addresi 


